MY  DEAR  TIME'S  WASTE

'And. now,* he wrote me after La Cercle de Famille, 'and now you
must create a living world/

Events decided otherwise. The political life of Europe was
rapidly becoming so disquieting that it was no longer easy to find
refuge in the world of fiction. In France Tardieu had beeri defeated
in the election of 1932. We knew him well, for he too had been a
frequenter of the Avenue Hoche. He was fond of good living,
cultured and cynical, at least in words, for I believe he retained
traces of sentimentality. He had kidney trouble and the doctors told
him that if he went on eating and drinking so well he would never
live to be old.

Tm not concerned about that,' he would say. 'Short and sweet!*
After his defeat he went to live in Menton at the Hotel de 1'Annon-
ciata, and we went to see him there. He was writing political books
and expected to transform France with his pen:

'And then/ he said, *I shall come back to power but in a regener-
ated France... /

For a veteran of politics this was an amazingly naive conception.
But poor Tardieu, like all men who are too brilliant and have had
an easy success, had astonishing illusions.

While Tardieu was Premier I accidentally witnessed a tragic scene:
the assassination of President Paul Doumer by the mad Russian
GorgulofT. Every year a charity bazaar was held in Paris for die
benefit of the widows and children of writers killed during the war*
Many authors used to go there, together with pretty actresses, to
autograph their books, and each year the President of the Republic
would honour the gathering by a visit. In 1932 I was there as usual
seated behind a table covered with my books; I was just signing
Climats for an old lady when I heard a prolonged uproar. The
Chief of State entered. There was the sound of faint reports to
which I paid no heed. But running feet, cries, and a sudden silence
attracted my attention. I lifted my head and saw the President lying
on the ground surrounded by kneeling men. At first I could not
believe my eyes.
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